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Every piece of woodwork was burning; even the window
sills were burning with an unnatural blue flame. Lying out
beyond the ring of redwoods that surrounded the house was
a pile of finished redwood with which Jack's sleeping
quarters were to have been trimmed. The ring of redwoods
had not caught fire, but the pile of wood beyond them was
ablaze. Many people were accused of the firing, a good part
of them in anonymous letters sent to Jack. Shepard, whom
Eliza was divorcing, had quarrelled with Jack that very day;
he was accused. A workman whom Jack had thrown off the
ranch for beating his wife was seen in the vicinity; he was
accused. An ill-tempered foreman was accused. Forni was
accused, jealous socialists were accused, disgruntled tramps
were accused. Forni feels the fire was a result of spontaneous
combustion; the turpentine-saturated waste with which the
woodwork had been rubbed down might have burst into
flame. This would not explain the entire house burning at
once. If the fire had started in any one room it could not
have spread through the stone walls. Defective electrical
wiring, if the current had been turned on, might have fired
all the rooms simultaneously . . . but no wires extended to
the pile of redwood outside the house, beyond the redwood
ring.

Jack was convinced that the house had been fired, if not
by the hand of man, then by the hand of a fate that did not
want him to enjoy the fruits of his labour, that did not
consider it meet for a socialist to dwell in a castle. During
the long, bitter night he spoke only twice. While the flames
were at their height he murmured, " I would rather be the
man whose house was burned, than the man who burned it."
At dawn, when only the outer stone shell that had been
put together for the centuries was left standing, he said
quietly, "Forni, to-morrow we will start to rebuild."

He never did rebuilt the Wolf House. Something in his
heart burned out that night and was destroyed forever.